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something new, and therefore living was worth while. This
sentiment surprised me, for he certainly looked as if he knew
everything there was to know. Sir Frank was the first of
my many intellectual friendships and it is still brought up
against me in the family, all humorously, that in my rosebud
youth I used to sit out half the night with that parchment-
faced ex-governor!

Leonie Leslie was godmothering me at the time. She was
more tolerant than Jennie, a strange mixture of the worldly
and the philosophical. In public she was witty and brilliant.
Alone with me she was almost a sage disguised ; -she gave me
" direction " and saved me from drifting along the path of
doubt and cynicism. Her advice was profound. I thought
she might have been a very great woman had she had the chance
or had she trusted herself. But the world had either buffeted
her too much, or perhaps not enough. She had led a strangely
repressed life, but she was too proud to resent it and had too
much humour for self-pity. She hid behind her wit as com-
pletely as any Oriental woman behind her yashmak. Few
people have known the face of Leonie, and Providence even
dimmed her eyes, so that they should not reveal the intensity
of her soul; but Shane, her son, is a little bit of her incarnate,
and when he reveals himself he lays bare her heart to the glaring
world. All that Leonie ever suffered, hoped to be or longed for,
was crystallized in Shane. Whatever she might have been
Shane has been, although he does not and never could realize it.

When our " Castle " visit ended, Leonie took me with her to
stay at the Royal Hospital. This was the Castle's great rival,
where the Connaughts entertained more amusingly and less
royally. The Duke was Inspector-General of the Forces in
Ireland, and the two Princesses, Margaret and Patricia, were
the pivots of conjectural discussion. They seemed so obviously
predestined to thrones. Indeed, kings and heirs of kings were
already on the horizon. Rumour was rife, Margaret, the
elder, who would have been beautiful if she had not had
Patricia for a sister, was the dominating factor of that household.
She had poise, and charm, she organized, supervised and
influenced. Patricia had just " come out." It was said